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and come outside no matter how persuasively he
stroked it. But then Nature where he came from, al-
though bounteous, was never accurate in her methods.
Many of his friends in Borneo, he fenew, walked about
with noses at least half an inch out of truth, and still
preserved hope. No, he had met no faces he would
change his for.
He had seen some faces, too. Brown Dyak faces
up in the Lawas district; the white, cunning ones of
Chinese traders who came up the broad river in
houseboats full of piece goods and groceries, bartering
their merchandise for gutta and beeswax; the softer,
rounder features of the Malay bark collectors. Men
and women, they used to stare at him, the white
child, as if he were something curious, and they in
their feathers and loin cloths merely ordinary, talking
the while of people he had never known, especially
of his father, the wonderful European who had lived
for years on the bank of the sluggish river, and had
died there. His grave was to be seen, a plain slab of
billian. Later on, other white men had come to visit
it. He had been produced, naked but for a charm or
two, very unwilling to be friendly. He remembered
the scene, and how the white men laughed when they
found he spoke nothing but Dyak, and was disinclined
to make much use of that
It had surprised and terrified him to be carried that
evening down to the steam launch. The men of the
kampong, swarthy and long-haired, naked but for the
chawats round their loins, had stood on the jetty and
grinned. Not a woman had turned out to witness his
departure. They had. never been very kind, the